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Rent 


In the early days, Don had taken a measure of comfort in the thought that everyone else found George as 
intolerable as he did. He may have been a guitar hero, but that was all he had going for him. George's 
sullenness, black moods, his tendency to say the wrong thing to the wrong person.. god, what was wrong with 
him? 


At first, Juan had tried to be the peace maker, but he had a way of escalating things even further. He'd quit 


in disgust over the spats between Don and George, and no one could blame him. 


"What is his major malfunction, huh?" Don asked Mick one night, after George played an encore with his back 


to the crowd. "You've known him since high school, right? Where does the malfunction in his brain come from?" 


"Man, I'm not even gettin’ involved," said Mick. He took a last pull from his Heineken bottle, tossed it in the 


trash, and raised his hands as though in surrender. 


Dokken had a slot on the Blue Oyster Cult tour, and no bassist. Don had been forced to make some calls, and an 
engineer named Mike Barney had told him about this hot young bassist playing in some Top 40 band. Don took 
himself down to a grungy bar called Shot of Gold to have a look at him. 


There was a chick singer -- Don dismissed her right away. A guitar player with frizzy dark hair, a very good 
guitar player by the name of Paul, but he wasn't what Don was looking for. The bass player was a swirling 
whirlwind, a blur of gold and red named -- what had Mike said? Jess? No, Jeff. His name was Jeff Pilson. 


Jeff could play, and even better (being that image was everything) Don could already envision him 
complementing George on stage. He was about George's height, with strawberry blond hair and very pale skin 
to set him off next to George's darker hair, eyes, and skin tone. Jeff would look amazing up there in lights, next 
to George. 


‘I've seen you guys open for Motley Cruel” Jeff told him backstage, when Don approached him about the offer. 
"So, are you interested?" Don asked him. 


Jeff seemed to vibrate. Don wondered if it was just nerves, or if this was just how Jeff was "| heard you 


guys can't get along," said Jeff. "Dokken: the band that hates itself. Thats the word on the street" 


Don sighed. Ah, yes. The music industry, the only industry where people can't cooperate in order to make 
millons of dollars. “Look, do you want to play Prince songs for hicks for the rest of your life?" 


Jeff cocked his head to the side. "Will | get to write?" 
Will he get fo write?! "We split everything four ways," Don promised him. 


"Okay then, count me in," said Jeff. They shook hands and then Jeff whooped so loudly he nearly gave Don a 
heart attack. He turned on his heel and ran up to his erstwhile bandmates, excitedly telling them, "I'm going on 


tour!" 


The next day, Don had dragged Mick and George to Jeff's house to meet him. George had made a production of 
it: "He's just a hired gun. How many bassists did you go through making the record? What makes you think 


this one has a chance in hell of sticking around?" 
"Wait till you meet him," Don told him. "He's different" 


George had glared out the car window for the entire drive to Jeff's house, silently passing a beer back and 


forth with Mick 


They'd gotten to the house, and Jeff answered the door in a Batman t-shirt and a pair of battered old jeans. 
He'd looked so normal. All-American wholesome. George had stalked inside, then spied a guitar sitting in a corner 
and gone to pick it up, as though drawn in by magnetic attraction. He'd sat on the couch, and Jeff had plopped 
down beside him, holding his bass, and they'd started writing together, as though it was as natural as 
breathing. 


Mick had busted out some beers, and they'd all had a few. Always the quiet one, Don had nursed his beer off 
to the side, while Mick told a loud and rambling story that was hilarious more for his delivery than because of 
anything he said. Jeff and George began play-fighting, George putting his palm on Jeffs forehead and holding 
him at arm's length while Jeff pretended to ineffectually swing haymakers at him. After a few seconds of this, 
they'd collapsed, laughing, onto one another, not so much hugging as holding each other upright. 


Don went to the bathroom and came out to find Mick and George both sprawled on the front lawn He'd paused 
in the doorway, blowing an irritated sigh out of the corner of his mouth, when Jeff pushed past him from 
behind. 


Jeff knelt next to George and offered him a slice of toast. "The cure for what ails ya," Jeff said, inserting the 
toast into George's mouth. 


George was drunk, and he had green stains on his pants from falling onto the lawn, and crumbs on his lips 
from the toast. But he looked up at Jeff with such affection, such a soft, tender expression, that momentarily, 
Don was completely thrown. He had never seen such a look on George's face. George was looking at Jeff like 
he'd just found his favorite person. 


From that day forward, things had begun to fracture, although the fault lines couldn't always be seen Never 
mind that Don was the frontman, the voice of the band: he was pushed to the background. It was George and 
Jeff, Jeff and George -- they were a unit. Mick was no use in any power struggle, so it fell to Don to stand 

alone as a bulwark. It made it worse in a way that Jeff was so likeable.. Don couldn't help but to think of him 

as a sweet little brother who'd chosen, inexplicably, to be best friends with the local thug. 


"We don't even need you," George had snarled at him one night after their set. "Jeff sings all the high notes 
for you! What can you do that Jeff can't?" 


‘lm not even going to dignify that with an answer," Don sniffed. "If you think you can make it without me, fine 
then, go on Just remember it was my recording contract that got you this far. This tour, the music videos, 


that was all mel" 


Ungrateful bastard, thought Don as they left the venue. Jeff and George were in the back of the van as they 


headed to the hotel, whispering into one another's ears. Where would any of them be if not for Don? 


It was another tour date, in another city, on another night. They'd finished their set and Don had taken longer 
in the shower than usual. They were somewhere in the Southwest, and it was indescribably hot. Scorching hot. 
So hot he'd swam in the hotel swimming pool earlier that day, and the pool water was at least eighty degrees. 


Mick was nowhere to be seen. Don assumed he'd gone to watch the headlining set, or maybe caught a van back 
to the hotel with George and Jeff. He decided to check the dressing room. He'd walked in to hear music softly 
playing in the back; this venue had dressing rooms connected to small back rooms with nothing but a couch 


and a coffee table, perfect for doing press. It was this small back room that Don had blundered into. 


The sight before him drew him up short. He should turn and run, or maybe yell at them -- that's what 


anyone else would have done. But Don's voice failed him. He stood, frozen, in the doorway. 


If George had turned his head and opened his eyes, he could've seen Don. He lay prone on the couch, one leg 
thrown up over the spine of the couch, the other drawn up, shaking with faint trembles. He was naked, and 
Don was struck by how relatively hairless he was. George's arms and knuckles had always been bare, and aside 


from a few curls on his chest and between his legs, he was almost perfectly smooth. 


Even bathed under the harsh lights, they had the beauty of youth going for them. Jeff's skin, usually milk- 
white, was flushed with passion. He was between George's legs and his hands were -- Don could hardly believe 
what he was seeing. Jeff, too, could have turned his head and seen him, but he was utterly focused on what 
he was doing. He laid his cheek against George's thigh and kissed the skin there, his eyes fluttering with 


rapture. 
The record player on the coffee table was playing the Beatles. 


George's chest heaved and his hands groped for Jeff. Trying to pull him closer? Trying to hold onto him for 
comfort? Don wasn't sure. George did bury one hand into Jeffs hair, but instead of yanking on him, he carded 
his fingers through his hair, his thumb brushing over the tip of Jeffs nose, then down to catch his bottom 
lip. Jeff murmured to him, soft little sounds that Don struggled to catch, but he did make out one phrase: /ts 
okay, babe, take whatever time you need 


A needy cry tore out of George's throat. His eyes opened but he was still looking straight at Jeff, oblivious to 
Don standing in the doorway. His entire body was trembling; he was very close. The tendons in his hands flexed, 
standing out in stark relief thanks to the shadows cast down. Now George was making that needy sound with 


every breath he released. 


At last, Don turned away. He walked out to the van, feeling like a robot. Had he just seen what he thought he'd 


seen? How long had this been going on? 


Mick was waiting by the van. He'd found a pretty girl to kiss and had her pressed against the hood of the 
vehicle. Don walked right past them without a word and sat down. What was he feeling? Don couldn't even 
process this. He felt like a fool, letting this go on under his nose without a clue. Something ugly roiled within 
him. Was he angry? It didn't feel quite like anger, but Don had no name to put to it. He wondered if he was 
even a little jealous. That was definitely the closest feeling he'd ever had to this one. Did he, deep down, want 
Jeff for himself? The idea was sort of ridiculous.. Don could hardly imagine any scenario in which he touched 
Jeff with desire. There were times he wished he'd had his full attention, times he'd wanted to throw an arm 


over his shoulder and pull him close like a brother. 


What then? Was he just jealous that George Lynch -- George -- was someone's favorite person? That there 
was someone who wanted to touch him and love him and pleasure him, despite his black moods? When Don had 
never found anything like that, and he couldn't even be in the same room with George without a squabble 


breaking out. 


He felt torn apart. He felt utterly divided from his bandmates, in a way he'd never before imagined. 


Mick joined him in the van and said, "Damn, what's wrong with you? You look like your dear ol gran just 


croaked." 


Don shook his head. He almost wanted to shout at Mick -- do you know about this?! Am | the only one who 
didn't know?! 


But he couldn't say a word. 


A few minutes later, George and Jeff came walking out to the van, laughing and teasing one another. They 
didn't act like anything was up. They'd both showered -- Don noted their wet hair. They must've got in the 
shower together then, let the water sluice over their bodies, wash away any evidence. He imagined George 
touching Jeff so tenderly under the spray, like he did when they were on the couch together. He'd touched him 
like Jeff was the finest thing he possessed. He'd touched him like he loved him. 


Mick was sitting next to him, Jeff and George sitting in front of them. He was surrounded, and yet Don had 
never felt further from any of them. He could almost feel their body heat, but they were separated from 


him by an insurmountable gulf. 


Don wondered if he said, | saw you. | saw you two together, would they deny it? Act like he was crazy? Would 


their eyes meet, gleam with their shared secret, smiles dancing on their lips? 
He's different, Don had promised George once. 


Don didn't say anything to them. Inside, he was screaming. 


